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about Overdue Changes




. 

Logan 

A year ago, I made a choice. A bad choice. Out of the blue, I got a shot at moving up from the ECHL to the AHL, probably my last shot at a higher hockey league at age 33. Except at the same moment, my boyfriend came out publicly. I was supposed to be at his side, but professional hockey still wasn't welcoming to gay men, despite a couple of out players. I decided I had to pick between the career I'd been working for all my life, and my boyfriend. I didn't choose Miles. Now, a year later, I know what a fool I was, but Miles is engaged to a woman and there's no way back for us. 

.  

Miles 

I don't regret coming out. I can't, given how many kids, and adults too, have contacted me to say what it meant to them to have even a retired NFL player stand up as a gay man. I wish I'd come out earlier, when I was active and could've been more of a role model, but I'm not sorry I did it now. My only regret is that somehow, in the stresses of that moment, I lost the man I loved. Logan froze me out, I was angry, and… somehow, we said things we couldn't take back. Now I'm living my out gay life, and that's important, but I miss Logan. Taking care of my friend Rachel's fiancée, acting as her beard till she can get away from her father, makes me feel useful, but I can't help wishing it'd been Logan at my side in those society photographs.








  
  

Chapter 1


Logan







“Did you fucking see this?” Our tallest defenseman, Morty, waved his phone at Yagger, our third-line center. Post-practice body odor wafted out from Morty’s sweaty pits as he gestured. “Remember that ex-pro football coach who came out as all queer and shit at the awards dinner last year? Well, he’s engaged to a woman. Way to shut down that bullshit, right?”

Engaged. The word echoed in my head, loud enough to drown out Yagger’s reply and the sounds of my teammates pulling off their gear before heading to the showers. 

Miles was engaged. 

If Morty wasn’t lying, or mistaken, or maybe there was some other football coach who came out as queer at a dinner. Miles had come out as gay, not bi, so why would he be with a woman? He’d once told me he was occasionally attracted to women, but not enough to date them for real.

Well, we’d said a lot of things to each other that turned out not to be true.

I tried to act casual as I unearthed my phone from under my hat and gloves on the locker shelf and powered the screen on. I almost headed automatically to my messages, to a long-silent thread. Once— a year ago— I’d have texted Miles, asking WTF? Before he blocked me. Before…

Maybe the story isn’t about Miles. 

A quick Google search crushed those hopes dead. There he was, complete with pictures. Miles Buckner, ex-NFL star, current winning high school coach, all six-five of him with broad shoulders, trim waist, and thighs that dwarfed mine. Still looking like a fucking Viking with his blue eyes and that long blond hair past his shoulders, though he’d apparently trimmed his beard down to mere stubble now. He wore a perfectly fitted suit in the pictures, taken at some fancy party, the kind of affair he’d said he hated. Miles stared at the camera with no sign of the broad grin I’d loved, despite his possessive arm pulling his fiancée close. I wondered if Miles grinned at her in private. Did he bend her over, kiss her, and laugh, because life and sex were so much fun—

I cut off those thoughts. 

Fiancée. Avery Winters. The photos showed me the typical athlete’s girlfriend, way too damned young for him, ethereally slim, blond, pretty, dressed in some kind of shimmery fabric that revealed her smooth shoulders and the tops of her boobs. The hockey player wives-and-girlfriends ranks were full of women like her. She smiled at the camera, looking much happier than Miles’s poker face. Well, I’d be happy if I’d landed that man too.

I did land him. Then I let him go—

“Dude!” Morty thwapped me on the arm and I almost dropped my phone. “You knew that guy, right? The football player? You should ask him where he found the babe. Get him to set you up, too.”

I glared up at Morty. “I don’t need anyone to fucking set me up.” I hoped my scowl hid the panicked thudding of my heart. Does Morty think I need a beard? Does he know? But of course not, or he’d be calling me something a lot worse than “dude.” 

“You’re such a loser.” Morty whacked me again, harder. “You need to get laid, bro.”

“You have no idea what I’m doing in my time off. Or who. I’d never let any woman I liked get within fifty yards of you.”

“Because I might steal her away from your puny bod.” Morty flexed his not-small biceps.  

“Get your stinking pits out of my face,” I snarled. 

Which of course goaded him into putting me in a headlock and trying to wrestle my face into his armpit. I didn’t mind sweaty men in general, but I resented Morty’s extra four inches and thirty pounds that let him throw me around. I hadn’t minded Miles’s size one bit— Fuck! I elbowed Morty in the gut as hard as I could and wrenched free as he grunted. 

“What the hell, Vally?” Morty rubbed his ribs. 

“Guess I don’t know my own strength.” I threw one of his favorite lines back at him. “I’m getting a shower.” I made sure my phone was locked and stuffed into the back of my locker, trying to act casual, then stripped off my shorts, and headed for the showers. I had about thirty seconds before Morty finished undressing and followed me. Fifty-fifty odds whether he was pissed enough to harass me further, or would find a new victim. 

Like he used to harass Rusty Dolan. Rusty had moved up to the AHL now, getting the chance his stellar defensive skills had earned him in the higher league. But last year, as our team’s first and only out gay player, he’d been Morty’s favorite target. 

The harassment started with Morty picking Dodo for Dolan’s nickname and warping it to Dumdum and Doodoo and Hoehoe. Juvenile shit. Nicknames were a thing we all learned to shrug off. Hell, mine had been Bieber for my first five seasons, because I looked a lot like the singer. The guys made fun of my pouty lips and thick eyebrows, until Bieber faded from the top of pop culture consciousness and I aged enough to not look like a boy-band member.

But Morty’s teasing of Rusty had developed a truly nasty edge, like he was digging to see what would hurt most. Family digs against the guy who no longer had one, and most of all, gay shit. F-words and jabs about bending over for men, the old, worn line about dropping the soap. I remembered Rusty snapping back once that we had soap dispensers, and if Morty dropped soap, it meant he’d brought a bar into the shower on purpose to get fucked.

Morty had not been amused, and Petrov, our captain, had just watched without expression while Morty put a choke hold on Rusty up against the wall for one second longer than I could pretend was funny. Morty had made the kid’s life hell.

Guilt flooded me as I stepped under the water, letting it stream over my heated face. I’d watched Morty and Yagger and Pete treat Rusty Dolan like shit for a year and done nothing. Fear had paralyzed me, because I was hiding the same secret and I’d been dodging that homophobic shitshow for a decade.

I’d told myself that Rusty would get called up to the Tacoma Tornados any day. The kid was destined for the big leagues, AHL soon, NHL eventually. He wasn’t going to hang around Eugene and our homegrown bullies for long. 

I pretended the cruelty was just hazing, like all the rookies got when they arrived. I told myself speaking up wouldn’t make a bit of difference. I was smaller than Morty or Yagger, much older, never gonna be a star— there was nothing that made me suitable to be Rusty’s champion. 

He’d move up to the AHL, but I’d still be here with these teammates around me.

Fact was, I’d been a fucking coward. Then, and later.

I lathered up, ignoring the sounds of Morty and Yagger swaggering in, of them harassing one of the new rookies about staring at their dicks, sneering that they’d had enough cocksuckers in the room last year, don’t start. The rookie muttered something back, and I heard the snap of a towel and a muffled “Ouch!” I didn’t turn to see which of the newbies Morty was hazing. If I couldn’t be brave back when it mattered most, why bother now?  

But the litany of nasty slurs that followed dragged my head around. Luke Stackman, our newest center, was their target this time. His face flushed red as he tried to stare them down— another kid with enough talent he’d no doubt leapfrog over me on his way up the hockey ladder. Maybe I could keep them from tearing this one to shreds. Although Stacker hadn’t given me any gay vibes so far.

“God, you’re boring,” I drawled loudly, eyeing Morty up and down. “Don’t you know any other words? I’ve been listening to this shit out of your mouth for years, and you keep repeating yourself. You’ve memorized three whole chirps after six years in the pros, and all of them gay? That’s pathetic.”

“Fuck you, Vally.” Morty stalked my way, twisting his towel in a rope. 

I became aware that facing off with him while wet and naked wasn’t the best decision I’d ever made, but some kind of fatalistic mood swamped me, and I cupped my dick. “What? You want to fuck me? See something you like, Mort? Can’t wait to get closer to my cock?”

“Jesus fuck, you’re disgusting.” Although Mort stopped short, which was a win of sorts. “Maybe you’re the fag, Vally, huh? I don’t hear you talking about the girls you’re banging.”

“Because I’m a grown man and I keep my hands off girls. You saying you don’t? Should we be calling the FBI about you?”

“You shut your mouth.” Morty lunged into the shower and shoved me. His hands hit my shoulders hard enough to slam me against the wall, and I fought for balance. My luck would be to fall and break my elbow or something. He grabbed my arms and glared into my eyes from a foot away. “You stinking queer, you stay out of my business.”

I fought not to shake under his punishing grip.  “Yet here you are, naked in my shower, your dick inches from mine. Something we should know, Mortenson?” 

For a hysterical second, I wondered if I’d pushed him too far. He hauled off to punch me and only Bubs, skidding over from his own shower to yank on Morty’s arm, saved me from a haymaker to the face. Morty staggered and turned on Bubs. “Get the fuck off me!”

“You beat up Vally in front of witnesses and you’ll be off the team,” Bubs told him. “Let it go.”

“Fuck that!” Morty slammed his other fist up under my ribs, the angle awkward enough the blow hurt but didn’t wind me. 

Yagger lunged and hauled that arm away too. “Bubs is right, dude. Come on. Not worth losing hockey over.”

“You heard him,” Morty whined. When neither man released his arms, Morty slumped, then pulled free of Bubs and stepped back. “You.” He pointed at me, his face thunderous. “One time, one time you get to say shit like that to me. Next time, I’ll bury you.”

So you can dish it out but not take it? A shred of self-preservation kept me from saying that to his face. I shrugged and rubbed soap over my chest, not quite daring to turn my back. 

To my surprise, Bubs snarled at Morty, “Vally’s right, you know. You’re full of bullshit and one-track lame chirps, and the rookies aren’t the only ones sick of you. Give it a fucking rest.” 

Morty stared at Bubs, who was almost as tall as him, and several years younger. Several other players in the showers were watching now, but when Morty glanced around, none of them seemed inclined to back him up. 

Nikki, who was bigger than both of them, called over, “Can we get the fucking shampoo out of our fucking hair without the fucking drama?” and got murmurs of agreement.

Morty looked pissed, but Yagger hauled him off to the farthest showerheads, talking urgently under his breath. 

Bubs muttered my way, “Morty’s so hung up on guys being gay, you think he might be…?”

“Ew, no,” I murmured back. “We don’t want him in the club.” My stomach dropped as I realized what I’d said, but Bubs just raised an eyebrow at me, returned to his showerhead, and angled his face into the spray. I rinsed off, trying not to look over too often, pretending I wasn’t watching for signs Bubs had heard me right. 

We stepped out at the same time and grabbed for towels. Bubs gave his hair a scrub before moving lower, and glanced my way. “Dolan was the best defenseman we’d had in five seasons. You think he’d have played even better without our own goon squad harassing him?”

“Maybe.” I wrapped my towel around my waist. 

“Yeah, I think so too.” Bubs raised his voice. “Hey, Stacker,” he called to the rookie. “If the bully brigade comes after you again, let me know.”

“And me,” I agreed, because why the fuck not? Morty hated me anyway. 

Morty called, “Fuck you all,” from the far shower, but the words didn’t carry his usual force. 

Back in the locker room, Bubs and I headed to our places and changed. Bubs was one of the team guys I liked hanging out with, but we weren’t close. This time, on his way to the door, he detoured to my locker. “The mood in this room has sucked the last few years,” he said, not explicitly naming our indifferent captain Petrov as the problem, but we shared a knowing glance. “Last year was the worst. I want to win some games and I want to get back the team we had when I was a rookie. Remember?”

I’d joined the Gryphons a bunch of years before Bubs, but I remembered his rookie year when we’d made the second round of the playoffs. We’d been an unaffiliated team in those days, before the league added the Portland Rafter’s franchise. Our captain was a veteran defenseman named McGarity and Mac hadn’t allowed any grudges in his room. God, hockey had been fun back then. “Yeah, I remember.”

Bubs pointed back and forth between us. “Right. So it starts here, you and me.”

“And maybe Nikki. Could be a useful guy to recruit.” He was our biggest man, quiet, but a team player.

“Good thought.”

I hesitated. “What will the captain say?”

“You know what?” Bubs looked around at the half dozen guys changing out and pretending not to be listening to us. “Pete’s got two choices. He can come down on the bullies himself. Or he can stand back and let us do it. Frankly, I hope he’ll wake up and put a leash on Mortenson before something bad happens.”

I did too, but Petrov was cold and hands-off, and I wasn’t going to count on him.

Stacker came out of the showers, toweling off, and nodded to us. “Thanks.”

“Might not help,” I told him. “Might make things worse.”

“Thanks anyway.” Stacker dropped the towel and pulled on his underwear.

Bubs said, “I used to think, well, it’s just chirping. Harmless. Which of us hasn’t called someone a cocksucker out there on the ice?”

I’d never used that particular word, but I nodded. 

He stared at the blank wall across from us. “I used to think, if it’d hurt someone, we’d stop. Like, you don’t chirp a guy about his mother when she has cancer, right? Then Edison came out as gay, and Tim Pedersen in Saskatoon. We got Dolan here, and the chirping didn’t stop. If anything, it got more vicious, at least in this room.”

“Yeah.” Last year had sucked.

“I kept expecting Cap or Coach Nilsson to do something, but then Nilsson left and we got Coach Frazier, and he doesn’t believe in ‘coddling’ us.” Bubs did air quotes and snorted. “So now, I figure it’s time to stop expecting someone else to do something, and be that someone. Ya think?”

I took a breath, because Bubs probably didn’t know what he was asking, but he wasn’t wrong. “Works for me.”

Bubs ran his gaze around the room. “Stacker probably isn’t gay, judging by that redhead he was kissing at the Christmas party.” He didn’t look at Stackhouse and the kid kept silent. “But what if he was? What if he’s the next Scott Edison, and we’re shitting on a player like that?”

I knew why Bubs brought up the Rafters’ gay All-Star. Easier to motivate the guys to protect a rising star who’d help the team— self-interest and all. I was just a mediocre forward who’d never get to the AHL for more than a few games in a row. They’d probably laugh if they were asked to protect me. Still, I appreciated his effort. “You’re a good guy, Bubs.” 

He flushed and looked down as if realizing he was making speeches. “Yeah, well, anyhow, the answer to bullies is enough folks saying no. We’ll start with you and me.”

“And me,” Nikki said from the entrance to the showers. 

Stacker nodded silently. A couple of the other guys rumbled agreement too, before we all went back to getting dressed. 

That shift of mood in the room stayed with me as I drove home. I’d been telling myself coming out didn’t make any difference. There’d only been one NHL player who came out after Edzie, even though there had to be dozens of them out there, maybe a hundred of us between the three leagues. Edzie hadn’t opened some magical route to safety. But today, listening to the boys, I had to believe that Edzie and Pedersen and Rusty Dolan had shifted the needle, at least a little.

What good might I have done, if I hadn’t let Miles down and fucked up everything?

Back home, I tried to resist the lure of that familiar speech— Miles up on YouTube for everyone to see. I ate and stretched and lay down like I was going to nap before the game. Like I should’ve. But a minute later, I had my phone in my hand. Three letters and the search auto-populated. I definitely had a masochistic streak.

There was Miles, standing at the podium in front of a bunch of teenage athletes, their families, high school officials— a few hundred people associated with the Way to Play program. Except me. I was supposed to be there up front with two other hockey players, representing our sport. Instead, I’d been on a train headed north to Tacoma and the AHL. Called up to the Tornados for the first time in almost two years. 

Of course I hadn’t wanted to miss that call-up. That wasn’t just my dream; I’d have been fired if I didn’t get on that train. I’d have owed a shitload of money for breach of contract. Miles himself would’ve told me to go. If he’d known. If I’d called him first, like I should’ve.

On screen, Miles finished his generic spiel about the program, the kids, the volunteers, praise and thanks. He gripped the edge of the podium and looked straight at the camera. 

“But as wonderful as sports are for teenagers— and I firmly believe in that truth— there’s a dark side to boys’ and men’s sports in America. A side we haven’t done nearly enough to address. I’m talking about the bullying culture of locker rooms and games. We call it trash talking and chirping, and a lot of the time, it’s meant in fun. Unfortunately, too often, the trash talk slides from impersonal taunting and jokes to racist, sexist, body-shaming, and homophobic bullying.”

Even on the small screen, I could spot consternation on the faces of the program execs sitting near the podium as Miles went off-script. 

If I looked closely, I could see the deep breath he took before he said, “As a gay man, I heard those slurs a thousand times, on the field and in the locker room. I heard them from my opponents, and also from my teammates and my coaches.”

In the background, the video buzzed with dozens of muttering voices. Miles continued, “I used to pretend the homophobic bullshit didn’t matter, that it was just random talk, that they wouldn’t keep using those insults if they realized I was gay. But at heart, I knew that wasn’t true. It did matter that at every practice and every game, the worst insults my opponents and even my teammates could come up with was being like me. That my coaches goaded us with homophobic slurs. I also knew I couldn’t be the only gay kid, or the only gay man, in football. By the numbers, every team probably had at least one queer player. The coaches knew that. The other players could figure that out. They didn’t care.”

He swept the room with his gaze. “I stayed in the closet for over twenty years, through eleven seasons of pro ball, and even after I retired. I spoke up against racist bullying in the locker room, against misogyny, but not against queer-bashing, for fear someone might ask why. It took me all of those twenty-one years to work my way past the terror and yes, the shame, that the locker rooms of my youth dug deep in my soul. It took finding an online community of other queer men where my story was common ground, a place where I could explore my identity, to find pride in who I am. I walked a long road to find the courage to say these words out loud on camera here tonight. Part of that courage also came from finding a man I fell in love with, and recognizing that ‘love is love’ is a simple truth, not just a slogan.”

I’d been stunned he still said that without me in the room. That phrase marked the moment where we’d planned for me to join him. At those words, I was supposed to get up out of my chair and walk to his side, and we’d have faced the rest together. 

Only I’d been on that train, and Miles must’ve known I wasn’t there, though he wouldn’t yet have understood why. Instead, he continued, “But this isn’t about my personal journey, it’s about smoothing the way for the next generation of players. The best time for me to come out and make a difference would have been years ago, when I was being paid millions of dollars in the NFL. But the next best time is now. I want all the queer kids in this room and out there playing sports to know you’re not alone. There are hundreds of gay men in professional sports, I guarantee it. I can’t say how long it will take for your orientation not to matter to teams and fans. I’m not going to lie to you— it’s still scary, and it’s still not wrong to hide, for your own safety— but I want you to know not to be ashamed. Fear is rational, practical. Shame is something other people impose on you from their screwed-up viewpoint.”

Miles took a sip of water from his bottle and smiled. I thought the smile looked sad, but perhaps that was me knowing what came later. “Being queer is awesome and has zero to do with how well you play a sport. Look at Scott Edison. Look at Karl Nassib, or Tom Daley, or a dozen other out gay men who reached the top of their sports. Be proud. And straight folks in this room, let me lay something on you. It is your job to protect those kids. Your job to stand up for them, and make sure your team, your school, your locker room, is a safe place. So that one day, gay players don’t spend half their time and energy figuring out how to hide, and can actually focus on the game. You want to win? Make sure your Scott Edison or Tom Daley doesn’t quit from being bullied, before he finds out how amazing he can be.” 

There was a scattering of applause, and Miles held up his hand. “That probably wasn’t the speech you expected to get from me, but it was the one I needed to give. Sports have been an enormous, wonderful part of my life. The games we love build bodies, build teamwork and friendships, they build character. It’s up to us to make that even better, for all the players, regardless of race, religion, orientation, size, gender, or nationality. I’m throwing that out to you as a challenge, and asking each and every one of you to step up to it, especially those of you who can shrug off all the nastiest insults because none of them apply to you. Be a part of getting the bullying out of the locker room and off the field. Make a difference. Thank you.” 

There were another few minutes of the video, where the organizer of Way to Play thanked Miles without mentioning the big gay reveal, and then Miles gave out the “Most Improved Team” award, but I turned off the video. I skipped the comments too, with their assortment of approval, crude insults, and passive-aggressive “We don’t need to know who you sleep with.” 

Instead, I went to our message thread, where my last two texts were marked with a little red exclamation point of “message could not be delivered.”

At the beginning, after a string of texts from Miles asking ever more urgently where I was, came my answer, an hour too late. 

Logan: ~ I got called up to the Tornados! One of their guys is on LTIR with some upper-body injury. On the train to Tacoma. Can you wait with your speech?

Miles: ~ Are you okay? 

Logan: ~ Yeah. I'm fine. Great. Just had this call-up hit me out of the blue. 

Miles: ~ Why the train? What happened?

Logan: ~ The Tornados called and my fucking car died in the arena parking lot and I had to have it towed. Had to scramble and pack. I’m so sorry about the speech. I’m literally traveling rn.

Miles: ~ Oh. 

Miles: ~ Congratulations.

Logan: ~ Thanks. We should plan differently.

Miles: ~ I gave the speech. I didn’t mention your name, though.

Logan: ~ Fuck. Is it that late? I lost track.

Miles: ~ It’s after seven. The banquet was at six.

Logan: ~ Shit. Sorry. 

Miles: ~ Yeah.

Logan: ~ So you came out?

Miles: ~ Yeah, I did.

Logan: ~ How did it go?

Miles: ~ You know, about what we expected. Some great folks, some uncomfortable, a few “how can you be a six-five football player and be gay?” No one really shitty to my face.

Even though my stomach had been in knots right then, I’d tried to be happy and proud of him.

Logan: ~ I’m glad.

Miles: ~ I’ve already had some calls with invitations to do media.

Logan: ~ Are you going to?

Miles: ~ Yeah. We talked about that. I want it to mean something.

I’d rewritten the next text a few times before sending it.

Logan: ~ Thanks for not outing me. This is totally the wrong time. How would it look? The Tornados call me up and I turn around and say “Thanks and BTW you now have a gay player.”

Miles: ~ I guess you should play a couple of games for them before that, sure. 

Logan: ~ I need to establish myself. This is my last shot at the AHL, probably.

Miles: ~ Establish. How long is that?

Logan: ~ However long it takes. 

Miles: ~ So you’re going back in the closet for a week? A month?

Logan: ~ I never came out. 

Miles: ~ Good thing they didn’t call you up three hours later, huh? After you would’ve stood up next to me and said we were in love.

I’d typed out about fifteen different answers to that, from apologies to self-righteous pointing out this was for the best. I finally sent one.

Logan: ~ I love you, but I didn’t think I’d ever get a chance at the AHL again. It’s been two years since I was called up for even one game. 

Miles: ~ So you were willing to come out with me when you figured your career was in the toilet. But as soon as that might not be true, then what? You want to stuff me back in the closet?

Logan: ~ If you gave that speech, it’s a bit late for that, right? 

Miles: ~ Yeah. The video has six thousand hits already and three reporters have called me. 

Logan: ~ Are you going to talk to them? Wouldn’t it be better to play it cool?

Miles: ~ Better for who? The point was to make a statement, shine a light on homophobic bullying in sports.

I’d flinched, because the last thing I wanted at that moment was shining a light or being a spokesman. 

Logan: ~ That was your point, not mine.

Miles: ~ You’re saying what? I pushed you? This was all my idea?

Logan: ~ Well, it was. 

I’d regretted that as soon as I sent it. Made a half-hearted attempt to soften it.

Logan: ~ I agreed, of course I did, but the plan was yours. 

Logan: ~ Look, I think it’s great you took this step. You’re totally going to be a role model. 

Logan: ~ I’d have loved to know a guy like you was gay, back when I started out.

Miles: ~ What about a guy like you? 

My throat had tightened to choking at the unfairness of him asking that as I rode the fucking train to my last fucking chance at the AHL. My thumbs flew on the keyboard.

Logan: ~ Fuck off. I’m doing the best I can. 

Miles: ~ Right. Well, I’m not going to step back in the closet for you. I hope you realize that.

Logan: ~ I’m not asking you to. 

Miles: ~ I’m going to gay bars and queer events and giving interviews and all the stuff we said we’d do. I won’t mention you, at all, but I didn’t take this step to shut up and hide in the shadows again. 

We’d made plans, talking in the quiet of evening in his bed, fitted warm together with his skin touching mine. We were going to be visible. Maybe even a little over the top. We were not going to do the “is this straight-acting enough?” charade and keep the PDAs chaste. We’d be out out. Miles loved dancing. I loved Miles. We’d talked about the clubs we’d go to, in Portland and Seattle, maybe down to San Francisco in the off season. 

But at that moment, riding the train, I’d wanted to puke at the image of Miles out there, dancing with other men, even though that’d be my fault. Well, not fault, but choice.

So of course, I sniped back.

Logan: ~ You do what you have to. I won’t be around anyhow. We’re starting a week long road trip after tomorrow night’s game. And I’m sure the paps will be swarming you.

I should’ve left it at that, but acid ate at my gut, and I wanted to make Miles hurt like I was hurting, as if I hadn’t done enough already.

Logan: ~ Just leave me out of it. I need to focus on hockey.

Miles: ~ Of course you do.

Logan: ~ I don’t care what twink will be grabbing your ass in a club. You want to show everyone you’re enjoying your big gay life? Go for it.

Miles: ~ Are you telling me I should fuck other guys? 

I’d imagined ripping the other guys’ heads off, but I tried to play it cool. 

Logan: ~ Do you want to? You know what, don’t answer that. Go be a gay poster boy and I’m going to take my fucking best shot at my career. 

Miles: ~ Gay poster boy?

Logan: ~ What the fuck ever. I really don’t care what you do.

Big fat lie, even when I wrote it. My eyes had stung so bad I could barely see the screen, but I’d wanted to be tough.

Miles: ~ You don’t care? 

Logan: ~ Like you care what I think? You want to be the big gay hero, save the world? Do it. Fuck what happens to my career.

Then I’d added the last unforgivable bit: ~ You do what’s important to you, and I’ll take care of what’s important to me.

The old text thread didn’t show the long pause that’d followed. Didn’t show that I’d been choking on a toxic mix of anger and regret, almost apologized, almost tried to take back my words and say Miles was important too. Till the reply came back.

Miles: ~ You know what? I’m going to block you now.

Logan: ~ The fuck you are. 

Miles: ~ Not forever, just for a bit. If I don’t, I’m going to say something awful that I can’t take back. Good luck with hockey. 

Logan: ~ Fuck you. Don’t run away from a fight. 

That was the first message marked by a red circle and exclamation point. “Message cannot be delivered.” 

Probably just as well, since I’d followed it with a torrent of angry words I wasn’t proud of. Those now sat there blank as “message unsent” after I gained some sanity and shame the next morning.

Then there was one more, from three days later, when the pain of loss had burrowed deep in my heart and drowned my last resentment. 

Logan: ~ Hey, are you there? 

Red exclamation point.

However long Miles had decided to block me for, it’d been longer than three days. 

I hadn’t tried again. I’d decided it was up to Miles to touch base when he was over what I tried to call his hissy fit but, as the days passed, had admitted was his own heartache. 

There were a ton of videos online, starting the day after he’d come out. Miles in a club, dancing with twinks who were nothing like his type but who ground against him and had their hands all over him in ways I’d never dared in public. Interviews— not the number there would’ve been if his playing days weren’t five years back, but several. 

He never said a word about a boyfriend or being in love. When one reporter asked about his “a man I fell in love with” line, Miles shrugged like it meant nothing and said, “Things don’t always work out. Fear is destructive. That’s one reason I wanted to launch this initiative…” and he was off and running about locker-room culture. If the reporter circled back to that topic, they didn’t air Miles’s reply. 

I didn’t want to watch that interview again, now. 

Instead, I tortured myself by pulling up new pictures of Miles and Avery, enlarging them to try to decipher the expressions on Miles’s face. Telling myself he couldn’t possibly love her. I didn’t even have the grace to try to be happy for the man I once loved. I got fuck-all sleep that night.









